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hands or let a sound escape me. As I could not
control myself I tried to get away from his em-
brace. Shrewd and sensitive as always father must
have guessed how I felt and still holding me he
mumbled with great difficulty "My little daughter
must be brave always." I just could not stand this
any more and I ran blindly out of his room and
sobbed my very heart out. As the evening wore on
he became worse. I could not bear to go into his
room again, so I sat with some of the others out-
side his room all night. Worn out with sorrow and
fatigue, towards the morning I fell asleep as did
my sister, Kamala and several other relations who
were there. We had hardly slept an hour when my
aunt came and woke us up to tell us that father
was no more. Only Jawahar and mother and the
doctors were with him when he passed away.

One by one, we filed into father's room. He lay
on his bed as though asleep, his face calm and
peaceful and more majestic than it had been even
in his life-time. My heart refused to believe that
the adored father was dead. Jawahar sat behind
him, his hand on father's head as though he were
stroking it, his eyes full of tears unshed. My own
tears refused to come, for I just could not believe
the thing that had happened. Then Gandhiji came
into the room and walked up to father's bed. He
stood awhile with bent head and closed eyes as if
saying a prayer and bidding farewell while all of
us stood around. Then he went up to mother who
after the first cry had uttered no sound but sat in
a corner stricken with overwhelming grief. Gan-
dhiji sat near her and putting his hand on her
shoulder said "Motilalji is not dead; he will live
long.'7 Somehow that brought realisation to me
with a bang and my tears flowed freely.

News of father's death flashed across the whole
country. In Lucknow itself the news spread like